THE  TEN  YEAliS Ul(   fKAVU    [BOOK XVI.
[1746.1747
ing, our Temple de la Gloire (Temple of Glory) had just been noted for the first time, in honour of him wo may call 'Trajan,' returning from a ' Fontenoy and Seven Cities captured :''
' Reviens, divin Trujcm, vaingucur doux    ' Eoturn, divlno Trajan, ooiuiuoror Bwoot
et terrible ;                                               and torriblo;
Le mond£ eat man rival, tous lea caurs     The world is my rival, all hearts nro
lontAtoii                                           thine;
Mais est-il un oceurplus sensible,               But ia thoro a heart moro loving,
Et gui I'adore plus quc moi 1'a                  Or that acloros thoo moro than I ?'
An allegoric Dramatic Piece; naturally very admirable at Versailles. Issuing radiant from Fall of tho Curtain, Voltaire had tho further liououi to see his Majesty pass out; Majesty escorted by Richelieu, one's old friend in a sense: ' Is Trajan pleased ?' whispered Voltaire to liifl Richelieu; overheard by Trajan,—who answered in words nothing, but in a visible glance of the eyes did answer, ' Impertinent Luckoy ! '— Trajan being a man unready with speech ; and disliking trouble with the people whom he paid for keeping his boots in polish. Oh my winged Voltaire, to wliat dunghill Bubbly-Jocks (Coqs d'lnde) you do stoop will; homage, constrained by their appearance of moro size 1—
Evidently no perfect footing at Court, after all. And then UK Pompadour, could she, Head-Butterfly of the Universe, be an anchor thai would hold, if gales rose ? Rather she is herself somewhat of a gale, oi a continual liability to gales; unstable as tho wind 1 Voltaire did hit best to be useful, as Court Poet, as director of Private Theatricals ;— above all, to soothe, to flatter Pompadour ; and never neglected thii evident duty. But, by degrees, the envious Lackey-people made cabals turned the Divine Butterfly into comparative indifference for Voltaire into preference of a Crebillon's poor faded Pieces: ' Suitablor thoso. Madame, for the Private Theatricals of a Most Christian Majesty. Think what a stab; crueler than daggers through one's heart: ' Cre billon?' M. de Voltaire said nothing; looked nothing, in thoso sacroc circles; and never ceased outwardly his worship, and assiduous tuning of the Pompadour : but ho felt—as only Phoebus Apollo in tho like casi can ! 'Away !' growled he to himself, when this atrocity had culminated And, in effect, is, since tho end of 1746 or so, pretty much withdraw! from the Versailles Olympus ; and has set, privately in the distance (nov at Cirey, now at Paris, in our petit palais there), with his whole will am fire, to do Crebillon's dead Dramas into living ones of his own. Dcn< Gatilina of Crebillon into Rome Sauvte of Voltaire, and the other sample
1 Seven of them; or even eight, of a kind : Tournay, Ghent, Bruges, Nicu port, Dendermond, Ath, Ostend; and nothing lost but Cape Breton and one' Codfishery.
1 Temfle de la Gleire, Acte iv. (CEuvrts, xii. 338).